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RTE $5 5: 
The PREFACE. ah 


| as! 3 EEE. 
Preface being now. adays 
as much in requeſt. as 2 
rologue to a Play, and for the 
| inoſt part likechem being made 
1n the praiſeeicher of the Work 
or the' Author :.I, did tonde- 
ſcend ſo far a5 ta undeceive the 
= wi.h this enſuing one; 
being ſo far.from the afoteſaid 
tcaſon of thinking tq get praile 
 tby ir, chat Lwiſh Leovld only a; 
| Froid char of one of our mgdern 
$ ſpeaking of Tobacco- 


| Poet 


+4 


) akgrs. 4-1 —__ 
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| DIETS TISDLSTL 


\ The Preface. 
Et magna peragunt ſedulitate 
—_ ... CEE 

You'l ask then what Reaſons). 
could induce me to write, but} ; 
firſt Iwill tell you what did not; 
-and firſt I did not wfite it like} 
our Sctiblers to get credit, their} 
misfortunes would not lct me 
have a though that way : Sc-| 
condly, not to recompenle my 
Book-Seller who being undone 
by ſelling ſome of my moreſc-| * 
rious works, like Rablais, I did 
ſtrive to recompenſe hymn with ' 
this Ridiculus Pampolcc.Third- 9 
ly, not to ingratiatc niy (elf in| 
to any ones favour: for you 4 
[ce that I have not made ex 
| x 


Y 


e 
1S 


» 


The Py efar C 


Noble man Ulher to. my R "0k, 
=—_— up half a fide wich 


itles, To the. Right Hownura- 


+ |ble &c. What then to get Mo. 


ney 5 hum! faith and chat may 


be ſomething, but yet you arc 


V 


-. | Outin your Augnry, No l writ 


rarher, out of ſpite, and ſceing, 
daily ſuch Elaborate picces of 
nonlcnce .creep out under Pa- 
tronage, .I had a.mind tq ſee 
whether this would paſs amang 
them that , dote on ſuch Rub- 
biſh Learaing, 1 cannot think 
that Thave done our noble Pqet 
'yrong in thus readringhishap+ 
bY Muſe, but rather right, for 

will not be perſwaded that 


A 3 Al- 


T he Preface. 
Alexander did wel} in nof ſuffer 
ng his Picture to be drawn by 
any but Apelles, ſince all chings| 
appear better joyned with their} 
contraries, YVenus's Mole 1s in- 
ſtead of a Black-Patch. I had 
once rhought to have Dedica- 
ted this Book Diis Manibus Mare-| 
is, of whom I am ſure I have 
 deferved yery well, for now he 
need not be aſham'd of the 
Fool's Coat in Hell for he hath 
ohe intheſarne Livery to bear 
himi company: To fill up the 
fide, I was going to give you a 
Character of my {elf;, as d9carron 
hath done, but knowing how 
far I comic ſhort of Jys wit, I] 
fear'd 


got in a night; but like a 


The Preface. 
fear'd that rharof Tully might 
be objected £9 mie, (facie nag: 
quam facitiis ridiculus, Burt 
ſhall upon better conſiderati- 
ons leave my Pi&ture to be 
drawn by ſome body elſe. I 
do not doubt but this Ovid 
will ſcape baniſhmeanr in ſpighe 
of the Title, for he meddles not 
with State matters, or any one 
ar Court, but if -he did you 
know Fools may ſay any thing 
were Plato now living he would 
allow ſuch: Poets. as us, who 
do not trouble you with a 
long Gencalogy of the Gods. 
or how many Paſtards Hercales 


A 4 Chi p 


: 
: 
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The Preface. 
Chip in Porrige. docs neither 
266d nor hurt, like 


Your friend and 


Servant N. S, 


SLASUSSEERNRSIASSEE 
On the Author Mr. NS: 


Had Ovid writ his loves in ſuch @ © 
rain, 
His bani ſhment had been recall d again. 
Bawdy in theſeRhimes lawful is;bat be 
With bis obſceneſs ſpoil'd good Poett y... 
Therefore away to Pontus he.mnſt 
(trudge 
Cxiar th Prince of Poets being ſtage: 
Here our Tranſlator does even that omit 
And in the place of bawdy puts chaſt wit 
Cato may enter, ſmile too, yet ne're ſce 
Dame Flora naked in ber hawdery: 


R. L 


 Tohis friend che Author- 


Methinke Leander might as well re- 
. (bhearſe 
Such Rimes as theſe as Ovid's ſwee- 


(ter Verſe. 
Why muſt 4 Carthaginian Dame 
(pray tell) 
Or Aſian Barbary verſify ſo well ? 

Or what decorum's that to make one 
(ſpeak 

Good Latine to th' 200d man a merry 
(Greeks 
Tis like our Poets now who _— 
— = 

(What Countrey men ſo e re) Enoliſh 
| (i th Play.; 
lf And 


And every Porter Letter-Caricr thank 

T he donor for but two-pence in a blank. 

Tot rye more nafur a ,T juage from 
© (hence, 

The find out ſence to >; Rhimes! Jou 

 (Rhimes to th Jun 


— n _y 
——_ 


To his worthy friend the Author 


'Faith it is very fully don tocry 
Beauty ſhews beſt joyn'd with deformity 
That Venus cannot pleaſe without her 
(wart, 

Nor ſweeteſt ſauces unleſs mixtwith 
(tart. 

That foyls are always friends to fair 
(ones, I 

Whileſt I am hammering out ſomePoetry, 
Something in praiſe of the Authors Book 
(to ſay, 

Doth ſeem like a badProfogye to a Play. | 
But now I think on't better, I am out, 


Where the Play's good the Prologne i is 
(no dontr. 


R. K- 


To 


To his worthy friend on 


his Bouok. 
y Were oreat Auguſtus ; now aliye 
r (he'd ſay 


'> | Ovid dreſt thus deſery' d bis Livia. 

{ With all but encmies thy Book will paſs 
Tr Jo need for none uxleſs't be Hudibras 
ii Maybeſome EngliſhDe la Cerda will 
& $ hy up ind cry that Virgil's beter fi. 


); But let him have a care- we know 'tis 
oK (ſpight | 
| Leaſt this with like ſucceſs as tother | 
ay (wrie. 


(z. L. 


| Nawfor a bole was never known 
"That who Joh hears t, ſhall ſwear it is my 
(029 | 
Your Book i5excellent-Pox!that won't do 
That” s ' uſury'd often, thou? deſery'd by 


(few, 


"Faith you lid very ill to hens to me, 
+ have my (jidgement on your Tray: eſty 
he ſtay- T have one now, T ſay it ts, 
A very (itly and ridiculus pi-ce, 


You | think "tis ſtrangely ſpoke Y, of afriend 
And were / f/e o 1 could not But commend, 


| Like zealous mad men you miſtake the 
(Letter, 


Fur: mn n this caſt e the won ſe it is the better 


Coll. Blunt. 


Q 


3 1A 
' Dido fo HEneas ,. RP et > ( 


O apoor: Pig juſt as ; hedyes? 
Squeeks dlamencedO bl<quics. © 
ut now Fou talk of that, d'ye mark it 7 
Thaye brought minc toa fair Marke? 
Not that, think you'l mind my chat,” ; 


[ (tire againſt the Stream in thar. 
But that it neyer ſhall bg ſaid , | 
B Since 

ND . 


p—1 


4 Ovid, * Epif. 1, 
Since I have loſt my Maiden-head; 
My Husband,honour and good name; 
And falen out with Goody Fame: 
7 'Whoar next Goffiping will cell, 
What unto Bide hath befcl) ; 
| JE: ButlI will ſpeak: for neyer cruſt, 
| Me,that deny'd my heart would burſt 
| Yetyou'rreſoly'd,you'l tothe Floods 
 Andicaye poor Didein the Suds : 
; AndtheughIbid youro be kind, 
Ido but fpit againſt the Wind; 
| You atereſoly'd tor all my reck, 
£4 You'lto the Devils-Arſe-a-Peck. 
' Mcthinksyou ſhouldnocleayethe coal 
' Where youſhall only rule the Roaſt: 
Well where ſo e're £reas roſt is, 
He'l hardly find ſo kind an Hoſteſs ; 
Will any Cat-a-mountain Jade, 


—_ MM .v aa So. 


oh 


When 


b 


en 


Epiſt. 1 Traveſty. [) 
When Guinneys comerefule the trade. 
In 1r/y you muſt lye in mangets; 
May be clean ſtraw , becauſe you't 
Not flaxen ſheets as here you(Rrangers 
And then as you Pig in, Pig out. _ 
Youſay youſeek a Farm, buttuſh , 
A Birdi'th hand's worth two i'th Bith. 
You wait another to deceive her, 
Tofpoil her voice &then ts leaye het, 
And without paying for your meals; 
Atlaſtto ſhewa pair ofhecls- 
Alaſs my Chuck } I lay infane, 
When wilt thou build aBarni like mine - 
Bur if thou doſt, yet for thy life, 
Thou'ſt ne're have ſuch a handſome 
I burn like Pitch-barrel,nay more,(wife. 
Like trying ſewer when't runs @'re. 
Sleeping you'r aways i in my fight A 

B 2 And 


z 


. Ovid... 


Epiſt;: r. | 
Andchen Idream of the/bleſt night; *" 
Wherein you-did, like ne're was ſeen : 
You know well enough 'whatIdo mean; 
Whernext morn, if you do remember, 
[think 'twas the third day of December: 
Idid ſome butter'd Ale provide, 

Of Caudle eke three quarts | beſide ; ; 
Which we did tofs off foot to ſoot : 
And eat for th'. back ſome Rungo root ; | 
Yet you a Clown do ſtop your ear , 
Ah! who ſo deafasthoſe won't hear: 
Pray Goody Yenus why do youlct , 
Your Son now be in ſuch: a per. 
Heonly cameto take a way-bir , 

He ts not like his Mother a whit : 
For ſhe me ſhureis yery common, 
Denyes a courtefie to no Man : 

Nay, and without paying ajot, 


"Is "EET. | 


; Epiſk-r: Traveſty. 


A Man may do the Ld. knows what: - 
Bur.you Iſweax | think was got, -, 
Our of ſome carthen Chamber-pot - 
L | Orfrom ſome huge Oak you parted, 
'» | You are to meſo hard. hearted; 
": | Sothat bei it with wonder ſpoke ; 
Ithink you haye a heart of Oak; 
Sce how the Sea on which you ſwim, © 
Hath far more good nature in him: © 
t; | Sechow luſty for puffs, 


Asif he were it fifty cuffs: (chanked,! | 

And toſles waves' how” Heaven be? © | 

As one would toſs'a Do# in Blank&;'+ 

Look on your Skift Oo rhe wayes) 
.. (knockirp 

As they were fouſing a Pick-pocker. 

The foaming flouds do keep a pother, 

And like Cars ſpir ar one another. 

The waters breath fuch a ſog our , 

B 3 Thus 


Ovid Epift: x, | 
This weatherI'd not turn a Dog out; 
Ypur Men doſtand blowing their nails 
They can'r abide ro parch up ſails. 
Andonly becauſe you areſelf-iſh, « | 
Ger their bread by catching ſhell-fiſh, | 
And truſt me friend there but fewis, | 
- Thacare love wich ſalg browis, ; 

- \Fheylike ſuch Meat as] am ſtewing, | 

- Andgood ſtrang Bub ofmy own brev- | 

geantbucthink how rhey will take(s 

Tothiak of leaving my fatBacon. (on, 

They will ganigh you to,crepan , 

Taget anacher fop ith Pay, | 

This weathce ſurc you will gor forth, | 

To pur ro Sca Eaſt, Weſt, North, South. | | 

Methinks you houldnot fo abhor me, 

Thar will veature dying for me. 

| Tis wendrous courage is't not elf, 

Ta 


| Epiſt. 1. Traveſty, 7 
T 


Tofly from me todrown yourſelf. == / 
Had you bur ftaid a while you'd ſee, / as 
The waves would run moſt glib & glee; , 


_ | Whilſttacing Phebu5 doth them pry « 


LIN 
® 


LS 
Wk 


# Youcannor ſure negk@&my moan » 
. || Unleſs you havea heart of ſtone. 
| Why will you truſt the Seas madire? 
+ |} A burg't Child always dreads the fire. 
You've oft been ſouſt like Pickl'd her- 
And yet youare ſo mad taſteer on.(ron 
Nay prethy tell me (Love!) how many 
| Times you'd have piven your lite for 
 } Howcomesit youdare befo (P pas ; 
Efpecially in ſuch a place ; POR 
As this, to wrong my love, the rather; 
B 4 Becauſe 


L Epiſt. 7, 


Becauſe the Sea isLoye's Grand-farher 
But why give Iadviceto one, 

That j joyes to ſechis Wench undone? 
No hang ye, may youlive andbe, 
A Trophee of my Butchery : 

And now ſupoſethatyou were caught 
As who knows whether you may or ndt 
By th'hand of Juſtice whone're falters 
To cure all Vices with ſtron g Halters: | 
Then when the Ladder you aſceng, 
And bid adieut to all your! f ricnds ; 
Andlook as if you were a dyin g 
: And hardly can forbear crying - 

Then the wrong'd Dido ſhall appear 
Tofright my noble Caviljer. 

Pe ſtroak you with hand cold as ſtone 
And ſhew ray head and bloody bone. 

When you are at Prayers Tle come, 


wid 


'S, | 


Epiſt, 1 Traveſty. 9 


And hinder you of El:ziam. 

Bur that I need nor do alaſs, 

The Gods hear not a perjur'd Aſs. 
And you are ſuch that never Millain, 
Eyer produced a worſe Villain. 

Then you'l w cep and ſ ghing cry ho, 
VVould Ihad neyer wronged Dido. 
My heart misgave me ahi tharT, 

1 hought tro forſakethe poor Pigsnye. 
Were ſhe alive now how 1'de clip, 
And hang upon her bottle Lip. 


Ol would be ſo kind I wiſs, 
AS any Man in Bark-shire 15, 


I all obedience would pay her , 


And carry her from VVake to Fur.” 


And there, or at thc ncxr good Town 

Pde buy r my Loye a-fine Stuſt Gow ns; & 
Pur if you arc reſoly'd to ſchool us, 
{ay 


zo Ovid 


Pray be ſo kind to ſpare Fulw: 
And {ct nor the poor thing be ſhent, 
I doprotreſt he's innocent. 


You darenot couch, ſuch holy ware. 
Here's a Surplifs left i'th lurch , 

Was ſnatch out of a burning Chureh : 
AnHour-glaſs roo, which you then 


But whatnecds all this ſimple bable, 
'Tisall bac an old VVomans fable ; 
Therefore you arca lying Fact, 
As if you carried Pick a Pack : 
Anchiſes out of flameing Loxdoy, (don, 
Andthe Gods too, who elſe were un- 
A worthy prize they were'tistruc, 
Aadthar's the only cauſe that you : 
This ſeven years day i'me ſure & more, 
* Toft 


Epiſt. 1. F- 


The Gods Ihope, forſooth you'l ſpare, | 


From out che Pulpit at 74//-brook(rook 


Epiſt. 1. \ Trovſh. 11 


Toſt by the Sea ne're came a ſhore; 
VVhen lar laftdid take youin, 
VVet withrain almoſt to'th s kin - 
Dryed your cloaths, and rub'd your 
| VVerwithdew and foggy air; (hair, 
Bur yet alaſs were that but al}, 
Ihould hayethen ſmall caufe ro brawl. 
Nol remember the (ad even, (ven- 
VVhen we were to a Cake-houſe dri- 
By ſtorms and ſuch like boyſterous 
(weather, 
As heaven andearth would go together 


My hoſt when to. a room heled you, 
Little thought I thero ſhould b2d you. 
When ſtrait you cal'd the Maid damn'd 
Bid her begon then ſhutthe door(whore 
And then you told me none could (ce us, 
Ah! 1 forgotmy poor Sickeus. 


| Thenwithourt complement you fell, 
Pel\ 


12 vid Epift. 1. } 
Pell mell to what I bluſh to cell. B 
Ah / how many ſad ſigns we met, 
Before we to the houſe could ger. 
Allthe way a Hare did follow, (hollow. | 
The Owls did nought but whoop.and | 
My Petticoat at Supper was burn'd, 
Beſides the Salt was overrurn'd. 


The Cats all night did cry and growl, 7 
And dogs did often whoop aud howl; | | 
] 


When Theard theſe as Jove ſhall ſave me 
Even then my fearful heart miſgayeme. 
Nay asIthrough the Church-yard went 
I heard a Man as 'twere lament - 

And with a mournful voice to ſay; 
Come my Eliſa, come away. | 

I, I, Icome my Dear, Icome; 

Make room for mein thy cold Tomb: 
Ipromiſd thee I'de neyer marry , | 
But 


| Epiſt. [. Traveſty, 13 


Bur*fas! my Chuck, Icouldnor tarry: 

This too for my excuſe I have, 

That it was no poor paultry knaye, 

That had rhy leavings,no*twas one : 

That was a galfant'Burger $ 90n; 

His Mother was a Farmers Girl, 

That went moſt gay in Gold and Pear! - 

Nay: and ris ſaid he and his Sire, | 

Did both help much at Londoxs Fire- 

Beſide my heart! were you bur Sage, 

You would not haye much cauſe ro 

| 'Tiscold you know,& you beg (rage: 
D'you think that1could lyealone S Ones 
Or without you my houſe could rule, 
Or pet my bread by reaching School: 
O: how it much my griet inhaunces, 
To think of all my ſad miſchances. 

By my ſweet-heart now left i'th lurch, 

Mr 


14 Ovid Epiſt. 1; | 


My husband baſdy kil'd ith Churchs | 1 
In Sermon time was butchered, H 
Nay, by his Brother as'tis ſaid. If 
Now here alaſs! isall my woe , T 
But I muſt flye my Country roo: C 
In unknown place where Ihave got | By 


Some ground my Neighbours envy at; | Pr 
And quarrel with me too, pox on 'um; | W 

' AndfaylI do encrouch upon 'um. 

Iſcold in yain, for what can I do, 

That am but a poor filly Widow. 

- Suitors I haye here good ſtore, 
OrelſcIam an arrant whore; 
Tfeartochuſe though there but few are 
That are ſofal(c, Ime ſure as you are» 
Give up, give up, you flattering Kuave' 
Thoſe facredchings you faid you have- 
For if that I ought underſtand, 


They 


Epiſt. E Traveſty. I5 


Theyare not {o whillt in-your hand. . 
How will you anſwer't to the Elder, 
If you haveleft me hans in Kelder, 
The Child may rue that is unborn, 
'Cauſe you have left me here forlorn ; 
But you muſt go Fove knows whether, 
Pray who the Devil brought you hither 
| Would you had kept o'th Sea, youlout 
* And hunted ftill for perch and trout: 
Would we had never been acquainted , 
My honour then had not beea tainted; 
But now to leave poor wretched Jenny, 
And ſo to poſt away f6r Gzznncy: 
VVkere you'l be beaten to a Gelly, 
And pinched ſore, both Back &PBelly: 
And may be too, you'r calt away, 
Before you'r gotten the halt-way- 
Your time you here had better ſpend, 


Anz 


16 Ovid Epiſt. 15 


Andlive with meat little Grayzsend. 
Hecein quiet you may play , 

With my Golden Locks all day. 
Neyer fancying to be poor, | 
My neck Argent, and that Or. } 
If you ſay you don't loye eaſe , 


And nothing:worſe then along peace, - 


The fiad you fighting here enough , 


Andreach 7w/us how to cult : (apples, | 


VVith rogues that ſtcal my pears and 
VVich whomin time he'l learnto grap# 
Burif you won't, however I, ple. 
Do wiſhyouall proſperity. . (beard) 
May your old Dad, that Gafter Gray: 
Of whom Inever yet was afeard. 


I wiſkchathemay live toſee, -(m& 


Some Grand-children, though not by! 


And whenhedyes I hopchelhave , ** 
In 


—" >” ID) ft mo 


MI OO = = > 


> 0.0 


my 
—_— 2 


Epiſt. 1, Traveſty, 
In ſome Church-yard a homely Graye : 
Andnot tar'd o're by'th Scafoaming ; 
Inſtead of any more ambalming. 
I wiſh thee wellupon my Soul ; 
Which makes mic tor thy ſafety how!l. 
Bur if you are aſham'd to have , 
Mecaldrhy witei'le be thy flave : 
Ile be your Cook-Maid neat to dreſs ye, 
All ſorc of Mcat bce*t filby or fleſhy. 

| TlemakeyouC: udles, when Sea ſich; , 
| You'r almoſt going to Old Wick. 

Onely ſtay hereuntil the Spring , 
'Þ ill allchepricty Birds do fing 
Butif youarc reloly'd rg oO, 


: | Regardleſs of my want ad \Oe. 
I muſt relye to bear the reſt on't . 
Which wo9't bz long, & that's the beſt ot. 
For could vou {ce rc whillt I write, 
C 


18 Ovid Epiſt 1.1 


And my laſt Letrer here indite. 

My right-hand holds a Per, my left, 

A Sword which many a Pate hath cleft - 
And in my Lap ſome Halterslye, 
(Foryet Ican'ttell which to try- ) 
Which are ſo weted with my Tears, 
Thefaral knot won't flip Ifcar. 


Bur prethes Neece don't take on , 
When you ſhall hear i'me dead and gone: 


Onely ger written on my Hearſe , 
Inlerters preatthis following verſe. 
Dido Jzes here, that filly VVhore, 

That hang d her ſelf, to vex Ancas more. 


| tg 
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FORTE to Hero. 


H- beſt reſpeRs andlove, d'ye hear ho, 
Leander ſends to Peerleſs Here. 

I'de come my ſelt willing enough, 

Werenorthe Thames ſo plaugy ron 2h? 

Fd ſtair lauach o'reto the Bank-fide, 

And never itay for the next Tide : 

oF And faith and troth, my min] does gce nic 

You'r woundy mad you cannot {ee me- 
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If Gammer Fortune, and young Cupid, 
Han't both agreed to make you ſtupid. 
But my luck's out, for why elſe *trow, 
Can't I ſwim as I uſe todo? 


You ſee your (elfthrough ſtrange miſhap, 


TheSkyes looks juſt like a black Cap ; 
*Tis not ſo much as tipt with white , 
But full as dark as if twere night , 
Beſides the winds ſo daſh the water , 
About that it begins to Lather. 

So if this trade hold e're long I hope , 
T here'! beno nced of Caſtle-{oap. 
Naymore then that I dare alledge, 

' Tis ſafer ſhooting rondon-bridge; 
Than croſſing o're the water to you , 
Therefore.Iſend you this how do you, 
Byrhis moſtdaſtaring of all wights , 
VVho was in al! che laſt Datch Fights : 


Epiſt;, % ; 
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And there helearn't to be no coward , 


For ſometimes he'd at aropetow hard. 
VVhen the waves thought it no diſgrace 
To ſpit in my bold Scamans face - 
Thisrogue thruſts out when ne're a Boat 
Beſides himſelf would ſtir a Foot. 

AndI mylſelt reſolv'd togo, 

In ſpight o'th wind and help him row. 
But when we'd cry'd thrice, who's for over 
Unhook't the head, and put a cover 

Of Tileupon't, 1 ſaw a power 

Ofiolks on Bayzards-Caſtle 1 ower. 
Amons the reſtmy Maſter fart, 

Gazing up>a-- the Lord knows yiat s 
And then | knew, I couli nor go ycr, 
Unleſs i'dehaye the world ſhould know it 


ForhadIyentur'd on ttiis jaunt , 


My Maſter nce.ls muil kno my taunt. 


C 
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He might pueſs without caſting ſpells, 


; : Twas co a wench or ſomething cle: 


For what could make me trapes o'rethither, 


Specially i in ſuch ſtormy weather ? 


He kney that ſuch tricks, a young Prentic® 


Nec leaves till all his money ſpentis. 
Therefore I thought i it my beſt way, 
To come a ſhore again and ſta y : 
And'cauſe I could not ſeemy wench , 
1 {areme down upon the bench; 
Byth water-ſidc, and on my knee, 

I wrote this Letter preſently. 

Yer nevertheleſs while Idid do it, 
Icouldnor lin from talking to it. 

Go moſt happy Letrer ſaid, 

And kiſs the hand of my fair Lady : 
A hand will make you pale to ſee, 
Thar it is whiter far chen thee. 


- om Wk _T5z oat - doo So as im ac 
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And when that's done you may perhaps , 
B* adyanc'd up to her greaſie chaps : 

| For Hero, loon as cre ſhe jecth , 

My Letter with her butterteeth 

Will gnaw the wax ot, that ſhe may, 
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Know what her [weet-heart has to ſay. 
With tceth I mean as white as butter, 

Juſt after this ſort did I mutter. 

And then I took my hand that's beſt, 

To writcith Paper allthereſt. 

Although my hand (what ©res the marter,) 
Had rather dabled in the water. 

Oh! how itlovyes ro daſh and ftrike oft , 
The waves! you ncycr ſaw the hike of t. 
And yetthis hand will write as wet , 

As any hand in twenty mite. 

'I was this day ſcant, though] fweer , 

[c ſeems to me 'b5ve haifa year: 

C 4 VVhen 
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When the 7hames water that's our parter, 
© irſt began ro make a quarter. 

Ic roars like Drum, when Army marches, 
And louder than it does at th' Arches. 

Yet now (1 ape) this noife no moraing , 
Will in our ears, tis hoarſe with roaring; 
If I have flept a wink this ſennight , 

May talwaysl be as dark as when night. 
May the winds letme ne're bc ſeen , F 
A'tother ſide the Thames gain. 

Bur make it ſtill ſo rough and bad, 

| Andflounce, and ce as if *rwere mad- 
All nigh) and day fir oth ſtairs, 

And make me  (peQacles c of tears. 

I glaze my eyes, that ſal may , 

Like Cars {ce as well by night as day. 
Then caſt my eyes a 1other ſide, 

Where faon as Cre! have cſpy'd - 
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Your houſe, I wiſh my ſelf a witch ; 
For theni'de quickly leapthe Ditch. 
I'demount a Coele-/t:f; and ſo trot ore, 
Thewarter better then an Octer. 
Ifancy too I fee the wind blow 
Your watch light in the Garret window: 
And then ſometimes I am in doubt , 
Whether the wind hath blow'd it our. 
* Thrice 1 doft all my cloaths, and then, 
Three times I don'd 'um all agen : 
For th' wind and tyde were both fo ſtrong, 
"| Iwasnorabieto ſtand long 
Withour a fall, the eddes ſuc 
Me in ſo lwas always duck't, 
But you rogue Boreas with a P--ree , 
pray what's the reaſon you lo boxt me? 
1hecurſed Villain made more billows, 
Then all ite reſt off's huffins fellows, 


Think; 
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Think you, you ſtinking Raz1mufen, 
The Rivercares a f- for your puſhing ? 
No, no, you fool! with all your porher , 
| 4 You plague me more then any other. 
''fladnot young Cuprd tam'd your fury , 
" Pray who the Devil could endure you. 
. Alchough your worſhip is ſo ſower, 
- Tknow thetime you kept a whore. 
-., Anduſdto go like any [park , 
A wooing into Wher-ſtones Park. 
I wonder what a Plague you'd fay, 
Should any one ſtop up your way : 
You could not chuſe bur take ir ill, 
Should you be ſery'd as you ferye Wii? 
Good honeſt friend be'nt ſo outragious , 
As ere you hope to haye your wages ; 
From Goodman Xol, who you know, 
Care's not whom. he gis a blow. 


— M 
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So may he nerrein Bladders ſell ye, 
Nor keep you Priſoner in his Belly. 
Nor ſend you our a puſling fails, 
When it is. better blowing nails. 
But may he makethat for your pitty 
To me, a freeman of the City. 


I'de better keep my breath for Porrage , 
Hewill not hearkento mefor rage; 

| Buthufts and pufts, and keepsa clurter, 
Anſwering ne're a word Imutter. 

And let poor Ido what I will, 

He won't make one wayeto lye (till. 

Ah! would there werea ſtrong rope ty'd, 
Quite croſs the Thames, how I would flide 
O'rcto thee ! I durſt lay a ſpanck- 

Far, better then a Mountebanck. 

Faith it would be a pritty trick , 

But that there's danncr of ones neck. 

2 | Fiſk; 


28 Ovid Epift. 2. 


Piſh > hang my neck Icar'nt a f-- 
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] 
For ought bur thee mince own ſivect-hearr. 
Would | were once but on the rope x 
Well daub'd all o're with greaſe or ſoap. 7 
T'de ſwim down on't with as much caſe , | 
As ifI were upon the Seas. J 
Bur when I ſce no hope of going , \ 
Ithink upon our former wooing. r 
The firſt time was much abour night, 1 
And yetIthink *rwas ſomerhing light. Þ} , 
I hutuP ſhop asI was wont, \ 
(Ir does me good to think upon't ) 
And ſtole out ofmy Maſters door , I 
Who little thoughtI kept a whore. p 
Then ran down to the water-ſide , F, 
Whereſoon as e're I had efpy'd : BF 


The coaſt clear, without more ao, 
Doffing my cloaths and my fearroo; 1 Þ 4 


$ 
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I launch'd with all my might and main, 
And preſently was out of pain. 

A wench I knew her by her wink boy z 
Lighted me betterthen a Link-boy : 
She went betore me all the way, 

Ih ink her 'twas as light as day. 

WhenT firſt ſpy'd her 1 cal'd to her , 
Fair Maid haye pitty on a wooer : 

{ Who's almoſt droun'd ia this dark night, 
And think upon the fyyeer delight; 

You uſe to haye with your dear W#, 
At London-ſtone, on Cannon-hill. 

Loycrs are always moſt kind hcarted , 
Pray let not us two now bepartci- 
For want of light, but face abour, 


Andfor once help a poor thick Our. 
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And I poor Tradeſman. totell true , 
Loyeſuch a Chamber-maid as you. 
What ſhould I tell how well ſhe's dred, 
Idarelay ſixpence on her head -: 
There's nefre a Damſel ſmall or great, 
Shall make a curtſey half ſo near. 
Andthough I ſay*tſheis ſo fair, 

No Goddeſs can with her compare ; 
Beſides your ſelfand Roſamond 


Therenerre was ſuch a beauty found. B 
Wellif you won't belieye My word , 0 
You may go fee who cares a T-- O 
Juſtas a lighr one ſcarce can handle, A 
Oucrſhines a little F arthing-candle. Il 
Een ſo my ſweer-heart will run down, | T1 
In beauty all the Maids i*th Town : | Le 
Andif you ſay ſhe comes behind V\ 


The handſom'{tLaſs, i'le fiyear yourr blind. Ve 
Juſ 
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Juſt ſo or much after this rate, 
VVhilſt I {wam ofc I ulſtdtoprate. 
The wenchl ſpoke of with che Lanthorn , 
(And yetit look'd as if it want horn - 
Joggd on before, and I came fater, 
Her candle ſhone ſo in the water 3 
That, as I cold you, I dare ſay, 
The dark night was as light as day: 
* Yon couldnot hcar one noiſeor hum, 
| But what the Thames made as I [wurn : 
Onely fome Bears that loye the ſport , 
Of baiting, ſecm<d ro grumble ſor*r. 
As ſoon as efre my arms were tir, 
long to ſec what I delir4d. 
Turnid on my back and quickly 'ater , 
| Let down my fect, and ſo trod water. 
VViping my eyes, I chanc*d to ſpy 
1 | Your Candie burning, ah / quoih 1 - 
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' VVould Iwas bur a little nigher 

*T would warm my hands inſtead of fire. 

On that Bank-ſide and no where elle ; 

My pretry little Pigsny© dwells. | 
VVhen ſtrait fore one could ſay what's this, 
The Thames ſeem<d ſofter than it is ; 
AndImy ſelf beganto feel, 

My weary arms as ſtro1g as ſteel. 

I am (@ hot what efre's the matter , 

The cold nefremakes my teeth once chatter 
The Thames is always when I come here, 
As hot as in the nudſt of Summer. 

The nearer ftill I come to ſhore, 
Theabler am Ito \wim more. 

As ſoon as e're I can be ſpy<d, 

By thyſweet eyn a*tofther (ide : 

Thy beautious face makesme more luſt; 


Then doughty Knightin army rully ; 
Yhen 
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When for to pleaſe his Miſtriſs ernel, - 
He fights before herina Duehk . _ 
Then doI ſtrive in the beſt faſhion } + | 
| To ſhewmy kill in Navigations + + | 
| Iftrike out hands and feet moſtſtrongly; 
Then ſhew you how I cantoo long lye 
Upon the water andere ſtir, -_ 
Myhandor foor which is admir- 
Able you neyer ſaw a Span- , 
{| Nicl (wimhalf (o wel as Ican, 
I'meſure it does ſo well become me ; 
Your Nurſe canhardly keep youfrom me. 
You'd too forſooth fain turn a Diver , 
Anddas o gle Petticoat in River: . 
Faith any one may ſce how kind; 
| You are, unle(s he's dey iſh blind. - 
For ler old Nurſe do what the could; 
Youcame (6 nigh, you were wet- de 
D Then 


1a 4/7, HM pe FAA? 
en yotcarch: dld abourmy neck , 


Such loving butſc$thac 1 wear, 
No man wonl4 wiſhiof better chear : 


They ard hufitsdora30awot Gold 


Thar l may don cialtcadoi wy Coat. 
It you hive but 2Smeck t' your backs 
I'me ſure Leandr ſhall no: Lick: 

Thcn ryb {i wet hair 64 coo fo fine , 
Nownecan tell lhave been in- 

Then for cherefti$awed no: thow it , 
Thou and I wench already know it 
"Tis tullas caſte ta count 0 rs 4- / 
Eveay Pebble dn.the z ore + > 
Astell the un/pcakab'e dcLght 
We twatogether haditinat 1:ght, 


"us with warm bps buſs my co.d cheek. 


Thoughhe were xlnoftſtiryd with colds 


Then thou pul 6K: thine ewe Fertii oats,” 


_ for . end _ 


E "iſt do * Thaveſty, 


For wid we as bat tics 18 itt j* 


| Weply d 6c byincſ$harder fof't. 

| Jul whenthe 44y b2gan to Blink * 
(For we could (ce it throuzh 4chink 
Occh' Garret window ) fitaic we had 

A buſſing bout, you! 4 thiak't's tat 
Wedid fo labber both our chops 
And ſmack our lips 25 faſt as hops: 
Then curſ'd we oft the peeping light 
And wiſh'd the Devil had the niphe, | 
For being (© ſhort, one evuld n't know 
Where hed: was any night ot tid; 

| Bur whilel linger Nur fe wich fid 
Tone, tells me how tis time td Pad: 
Then wiping eyes and noſe with fleeve, 
Iſcrape a leg, and take ty le ave. 

But yet not fo, Hero T ſay 

Will go and bear me part © the $49. 
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Then out we go howling and bawling , 
Like Cars when met acatterwauling. 

Ar laſt inro the Thames I flounce, 

(I hardly ſay 'twas for the nonce) 

For it went ſorc againſt my Guts 

[ThatT muſt leaye thee for the Suds. 
Therefore like poor forſaken wight 

I view thee till thou'rtour of ſight. 

If there beany truchin me Man , 

Hither I come as brisk as Seaman 

Does from the wars, to her heloves , 

In ſilyer Buttons, and knit Gloyes. 
When Igo back, i'le tell thee what 
Tlookno better than drown'd rat. 

Nay morewhen &'re I come to ſce thee, 
Merthinks the wind and tyde go wi'me: 
WhealT go back, belicy't who will 

I fancy that I (im up hill. 
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I vow and ſwear I loye to rome 

And never care for going homc. 

I had as legve c*n go to hanging 

As once be from you, homewards gang- 
ing. 

And I had rather far be there | 

Wheze you are (Honey /) then ſtay here. 

Alack and well a day is't not a wonder 

Thar we who're joyn'd in heart ſhould live 


alunder. 
Wo's me becauſcthe raining weather 


Won't ſuſter usto come together. 

And we that only have one heart, 

Should in two places live a part: 

Why can't you get a ſervice here , 

Orl an honeſt Maſter there. 
Youloveour Town, ifnot bely'd , 

As wcll as Idothe Bank-ſide. | 
D 3 Why 
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Why muſt I always be fotre-y}- led 
Waen cre with wind 7 homes Wwatcr's Lubled 
And lictle ſimple whiſtl.ng pu. ft, At 
Shall make Learner rage an 'B"Y 4 
You | tle think how we 1 .'m1e known 
Through all the wazry Kegicn. - 
The'fith my amours all diſcover 

And every Crip] nowsl n.c a Loycr. 

J ve mace a pert« £ Path Gu:IC Cr« l:, 

And kao t a; well astrack ofhorſe. 

I once was yext and curſilike Few 

Cauſe I was fain to launchit through. 

Bu. now the winds 6 flirt and skim, 

Abour, Icantfa much as {wim, 

1 he 1 hames too looks as white 2s Snow 
VVith froth, "tis roſf «ſoto and tro. 

And Hoyes are ſcarce f.ge fromthoſhock; 

ſn  Pilanggate, or Ren: -hith dock. 


This 
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] his kiver wild may well ha th' carne 

Of Thames *exril re rt be tame, 7 

I would not care forhor:e or boat, : /: * 

T ocrols. coul4 1 my /elt bur float... 

Would tl.eſe curſt waves would burlye ſtil 
comewhip lr 

I'de be the Seaman Palſicnger and' Ship 

{ir. 
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I would not Sail by Seamans chart 
Nor for your blind Stars would care'a f-- 
I woull no: follow Dog or Cub,: 

The litrlc bear or Dub a Dub. 145 \ 
Ler who wil look o th* Mermaidfign, . 
Or Trown+ they ace no 'marke of mine. 
Nor would I give one fingle Farden » 

1o fail by th lighrar the Bear-gatden. 

Or any other light beſide 
My Candle is a ſurer guide 


5 
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YVVhich blears out yonder all in vain 
Becauſe Icannor croſs the Main. * 
Burwhen1do thar's ſtill my mark, | 
Andlights mie, though 'tis ne're ſodark, 
YVbenlI ſpy that Incverquake-a, 
But'couldſwim by it e'ven to Jamaica. 
Nay more thei that to the world's end 

If thou liv'dſt there my prerty friend. 

I would go rognd the Earth by water. 
Better then Deakerhough I comc after, 

I could i ms ſure, deny't who can, ' | 
Dyck and diy better that Mer-way. 
Sowguirtes when Tam plavgy tir. 

| tell wy artvs how well they rc bird, 
And low they (hallif thgy bold our 
Theix Miſtrifs Berocling about. 
Srrair fore : a Man 6an yell tell five, 
hoy weedy ut arms 183g rcyiy & | 


And 
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And towards their haven ftrike apace 

As nimbly as horſe runsin race. 

See how | follow the old trade 

And ſuc you that was never made 

For me, youare too gooda Woman 

For any one under a Yeoman. | 

Yer cither yeild to my deſire, 

Or tell mchowl may be 'Squirc. 
Iſcarcecan fee youfor my Maſter 

Who when I go out crycs make haſt ftr. 
That I'durſt take my oath, myniind is 

More troublcd then the Th:mes we wind is. 

For what the bertcris'tl wis = 

That our River (ſo narrow is. 

I'd's leeve you were atPope's of Rome , 
As be ſo nigh me here at home. 

It 1 bur ferch a Pail of water 

My mind's trouged an hour after. 
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If bur go to buy red Hejring, 

Iask n nifchcy fawmy Dearag) 

Then upanddownimadly oye 

Asit that] wereſurein love. 

Your houle ſo nigh is 1 hayepiſt over, 
And you again hav? of:en h'it over. 
And je irſeemsas fartrom me 

As Greenwich is, Or Barbary, 

Ilook upon the waters {our'ſh 

Andcry merhinks that fight is mooriſh: 
[ look.towards th' houſe early or larcc , 
Abgthen at you my chaps do watcr., 
So a peor little boy doth ry , 

In yain to catch the bob-cherry. 

Muſt I nc're ſcemy pritty whore's 
Unleſs takea pair of Oars. 

Is. out love, pray, ſo (lightl; ty'd 

To bedivided by each tyde. 


" 
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Or ſuppoſe there be ne're a Seullar, 
Or that all the oats here cuite full are. 
And thou. h nething's ſo weak as water, 
As haih becn rotcd by ow Slater. 

Ja that is all ny wealor woe 

Whet herl mu? now come or no. 

'1is Summer 100 tha! you muſt know , 
NW hat ſhall Ido in Froſt and Siiow ? 6 
When thanics is frozcn ore *od's bobnaile, 
And Boys do ſlide upon't with Hob nails. 
When time ſpall con.c as 'twas of Ye, 
Allthe water being froze orc. 

Inſtead of having We :ndmiregn't, 

It ſhall be clean ard M<n make fire on't, 
Bur don't belieyc I co't to {right xc, 

Or that 1 any way do ſlight ye. 


Becauſe I rellyou wharthere may te , 
AsSitI ask'd of you a cayc. 


No, 
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No Iproteft-chat were alow thing, 
Alas 7 Iſtill cry Neck or nothing. 
What Manis there will be a flincher , 
VVhen he is once liſted a wencher. 

No ile doftmy leather Breeches, 

And ne're fear the Cramp or Stitches. 
if thatI chance for ro be drown'd, 

Or e'reto becatch'din Lobs Pound. 
VVell fare thencry your little Pander 
My pretty Smock-fac'd Rogue Leander. 
There's never a ſuch a Man at VV appin , 
His Mothers Shifthim ſure did wrap in. 
He wasthe prettieſt ſncering Rogue, 
He would ſo flatter and collogue. 
Bur be you ſureif I ſhould dye 

Fhar thea you put finger in eyc. 

Be ſullen and ſtill fir i'th* dark : 
Eatnething but Peſtle of Lark. 


And 
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Andhire ſome old muſty Poet, 
That th' whole verſal world may know it- 
Of our never failing loves , 

VVith a Pifture of two Doves. 

But now rio moreof this, my Dear / 
Thou'ſt dream ofit to night I fear. 
Iknow 'twould make thee niad14s birch , 
If Ihould tell astruc as witch. 
Thoucouldſt find in thy heartto rent 
Thispar t o'th' Letter I have ſent. 
Butprethce wench, leave off thy tooling - 
Thope there be no need of whuling. 
Falldownupon your marrow bones , 
Pray buy a Cuſhion for the nonce. 

And beg with all your mighr and main ; 
The winds would all Lye ſtil] again. 

I would deſire but one half hour 

Of good fair weather for this ſhower 
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Alcthouzh 'twont melc one, yerI fay. 
[T may chancets waſh meall away, : | 
VVerel but got on ro'ther ſhoce ,- 1. 
*T ſhould rainas faſtas't gid before, 
For me. Faith1de noc give him thi 8-0 
Tahive Rogue Boreas hold his pedce- 
For thete's for Boats an ample Dock 


] 

] 

I 
VVherethey'llyc ſafe as under Lock. / 
Secure from furious wind and tempeſt } 
A 

D 


Good Stairs beſide, and moſt like them bell. 
Thenlert wind huft and putthus heare 

Our, for nobody cares a F-- I' 
I'deſce him hang'd th2n fore i'de yentute | Ir 
My life ia's hand, withour Indenture. Ir 
Nor would | at the roug winds ſcold, or CG: 


Ban; for they grew 1 think the bolder. | | Ar 
Nor cty out pitcouſly, O grievous? by 
| h 


Becauſe 1 ſaw the Thames ſo peeviih- 


Nay 
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Nay lſhouldchink my ſlf much berrer's 

If hands and foet were doubly ferretd.- 

If zou, as Kemoralſtops Ship , 

Should hol. me leaſt I give the ſlip 

If once 'twerc tair enough ne're tear yC 

I'de turn my ſcltinto a Wherry- 

I de row with hands, ſans further pudder: 
And ſtick a Polc in A-- for Rudder. 

But Girle be ſurc hang our in ſight - 

L | Ac Garret window long watch-light 

Don't fail, for if you do by Cock 
I may be tplic againſt a Rock. 
Intemenwhit; wenenr rakempEcer; 
It muſt bc ſo lince ftis no betrer., 


rata hes Pe 4 


Carry to bed weeyoa if you like «um. 
| And tancy what we'l co when 1 come. 
VVhich ſhall be ſoon as winds will ice ; 
Though now we're far aſunder ; yer | 


(ay 
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Herereſis your Seryant to command her, ' 
For eyerandfor age Leander. 
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I i hows are eo ler you know rhy Deie; 
Iwiſhyou well as Lambert. . 
They ſay that you are kept 'ith'- Straits 
And onely fora good wind wait. - 
Bur Jasgmy Dear 4 tell heTpray: -- 
| What windypaſtwhen you went ay." 
[1h rheS$ did chen fo roar _- « 
{As you might ſoan haye comea ſhore; 5 --i; 
F700 E You 
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A caway, methinks, fo odly- +4 
ould hardly bid you God wi |» 


etc 
Mira Foo mY # aff. 5 
Before thattcoutferch my Scart, © * 
Yourahthe: feer tad Feadld the Vyhart. 
Nay yau.were got quiteout of hcar- 


Ing, ere the Cart tout tick her car. nos 


And — youMcn....” 7» 
VVere always hard hearted to. VV amet. + 


Imadewaathaſt Lcguldburyou'; |, !! 


VVere zone withoutbi ding adiQu, bd bl 
Saw you notthat my{blubbergichock:,} :1/f 
VVas ſwell'd ſotharleoulndedpeats :: 1f 
AndI could ſcarceas yourtabibel,” -: 1 
Stammner gut ta:fa:fa-fatewll. ;\Qitz; 67 22) 
- 08 = Then 


2" 
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Then ſtrait I to the Giheovedighn: 

To ſee iFeould ſpy your Ship. :, L 
Wearied withlooking-thexe, I ths Hon | 
Fo the ſhoar fide, burl canfee nance... 

A murrain ent, welead badkves,' 

When ourmen fightfor ochers wives- ii: 
Butas Ifaid beforewhen & ©; 54141 291- 7 
Could neither - you nor-your Boat gy 

I fell into a fwoon d'cemind?._ 11 
And fearmademe to looſe behind, 

My Gownthey prefearly —_— | 

And cutfot haftmy bodyeglace. : 116. 5; 
Under 'my noſechey barn EIL! i 9411 
Andold ſhoesroo with ooberLearhes!:.. 
They fergh meBrandy:rhatwss per = | 
Scrong as any Aqua-witet //57 11 2911 ile t 
Oae fetches Sirrup, and anochet 4; {. I 3 
Bcſprinkles me; and ſach'aporher,';., 


E 2 of * 
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Asbeforenever was (cd 

Since my Granaama bound my head. 
Arlaſt when one my woſedidtwich, 

I roſe and fate me on'my breech: 

Burl did ſoon ſuch ſorrow feel, 

I wiſh Itherc had kick't up heel. 

Tever ſince put on a (addreſs, 

Andrun about lik cany mad Beſs. 

Inever ſince haye comb'd myLocks(Smock 
Nor from that time have chang'd my 
Have you beheld,as who hath nor ? 

When ſome unruly boys have got, 
A the Pick-pncker Nimming chings,., 
Whzther"rwas Money, Watch, or Rings 

How preſently young beard leſs Jury 

'Makeher appear likeany fury. 
Pull off her head-clpehes, and diſcard her, 
Ofauy thing chatthen may watd her, | 


From 


N 
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From violence of rotten Eggs, 
Horſe turds, Stones, or Capons legs. 

Juſt chus like any Bedlam, 1 

Dorun abaurt the Townand cry. 

My Mother cryes take heart o'grace, 
Came come my Wench, hang't etit paſs, 
Ar't not aſham'd forto go ſo 

Come fetch your new beſt Juſt-au-Corps: 
Puron your locks and be as fine, 

As pretty Brideor Valentine. 

Theal reply, d'yc, think that I 

Will put on Silk and T:ffary. 

While my Husband, Arms environ, - 
And is coyer'd ore with ron. 

Pox on that ſneaking wenching Pww, 

The enemy of Camp and Ladies. 
May yen always wait a Surgecan 5 

And nothing cat bur (tinkigg Poor- Jahn. 

E 3 Why 


why Menelaus Kill you fight 2 

I'll warrant Miſtriſs &ex's right. 
There's many an honeſter then ſhe 
Are hang'd: upon the 1 ziple tree, 
Do-common is a Saint unto her: 
Andyhathe Devillchen would woe her? / 
Laſs / poor contented Cuckold thou! | 
DoſtJove her better cauſe ſhe's ſo. 

Ah: were byr my poor husbahd ſafe, 
And Icouldo onee more ſee my Rafe : 

Great Fove to thee Iyill be bound, 

Give him me back but ſafe and ſound: 

T will be bound (© thee(l ſay) 

To thank tlice twite or thrice a day; 

Good Lord, how Idoguake and fear! | 
To think but ofa Mashereer. '- © 
Than a Cannon Lrbarlowder, - 
It l'gbarice to thinkof Powder, 


And 
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And whene're arop©@ fy». - 7 
I fancy vis Match peclenuly». ; - ; LOPA 
Paristhat comtamily Cavaliers: i! 
* Durſt nethayeſtale Ne# for bis ear, 17 - +4 + 
Bur that he knew well Mengage ;; ir 116 


Old man had nothing ro.diſmayu$ -/ 5:41 « 
Beſides the {ying cogging RogyFy. :- - :- a 
Did (0 court. his wife aud collogue 5:46 
Ruffling in doaths of filkand 9xg9fy |- / 
And ſpeaking broken ends.@& Latine- | ».! 
 H& waiting Gentlewoman's aid, 
To looſe her precious Maidenhead, yo.f 
When any ferying.man on (99m, 
Doth give her: Rigg oc ſilves Spoon: . |. 
Then by and by Ithink Of Gjeel0r, IS 
'd's lieye haye ſecna Gheſt.gs SpeQrs: oy 
Ohhow I fear! andmy tearmuch is: -- 
Leſt you ſhould. gomg puthingys cjus bes T 
| 7 Wi For 
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For killing he deth take delight in : 
And i$(they ſay)old dogar fighting. 
He'y ſuch a Bug-bear co us all, 

Thac whenthe Children do but bawl. 
Say buthark, HeGors coming ; bill} 
They axe agſikeuras afiſh. - - 
Bur as youloyt yourlifc, | pray 

Be ſace to keepour of harm” $SWAY- 
And more I-bid you haye a care, 
Leaſt'Hefthrearch you unaware. 
And whenſoeyer yowdo fight, 

Pray baye mealways in your fight. 
For! lappoſe you ſhould cometo harm, 


ad in Bartel poleLegorrre * P 
Orifyou| ſhould be, 
Whaithiok Jourronld becamegf me ? 
Axgtheronoy ckroghy: Rogen ene, 
Ty 4 Wa yo gat. - 
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Roger 
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Epiſt.z, Traveſty: 
Rogues that are goodfor nothing, but 
To kill andflay, to hack and cur. 

Why what a Pox need we care whether, 
He'andhis wife e're come together? 
Let other Rafcalls go to fight, 
Thou ſhalt do that onely at night. 
The truth is I was very unwilling, 
And would ha'giventhriceten fhilling- 
| With all my other goods and Charrles, 
That you had ncver gone ro- bartels - 
For why the night before you went, 
A'prievous dream did me torment ;; 
And what's a bad fign 1 ſuppoſe, 

The Rats had all begnawn yourhoſe. 
But haveacare, ] doubt not Love, 
But theſe will old wives fables prove. 
And yetitis reported Lily, 
(Wha,though men talk is nor ſo.ſilly) 


Doth 


SF 
$7 . 


ww (Or 


Dotlylag; ghab who the-Zijga Land 
Doth touch, fiſt) wikkhistagt orhaug: 
He quixklyte Peg: Fromogw's, mull; 

Ler your ſhip be tha laſkzhan pat in - 
And haveacatehowyou ſerfogting.. - 
But when you arercyurning, Pray; | 

Be youth firſtthar comes away. 

Pur up your Sail and ftoutly row : 


Andall theway cry, through Bridgeha; y 


Foreyerynightand every day 

I think iclodg while you're away. 
Eſpecially at night, for then. 

You kttow we moſt do mi{s you men. 
The nightis women's only joy, 
When we our appetites do cloy. 
Inſtead of which Ilyein'fear 


And ſometimes drcam thatyou archere.. 
&. 5, And 
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And ſancythatyow clip and dhew =oﬀ7 * > 
You kiſs and letme gO-apors.; 2 Is £198, 72. þ 
T hen wich yout Artis you do mecoyer,” 
Andotherwiſe your L-ove diſcovers © a? 1. 
Theſe joyesin ſleepT undergo? 0 * 
Bur wakins find 'tisnothing ſo.” al: 
Another time IdreanfFhe' re ti.” 
And by and by that you ate kifting, © 
Now methinks you are well bang a; 
And then I think Ifee you han 4 d: | 
Then up Iſtart and in my Smock, $$ =" # 
Forall my Maids? qaiekly knock. © EE 
That'donie we faſl to-Pray'r amain, 

Thar Foye would ſend you homie agdin. 

How long now wiltithe my Dear,” * 


Befofe rhar we ſhall [ce you hete. 
| Orhow long williee tel © * 


4 | Shall with-you in bed fsl.lealarts; = + © 
| When 


When you ſhall rellme all che tory, 
How tuch brave fellowsfell before ye. 
Alſohow many common ſlaycs 
You ſentpdll mell uncocheir graves. 
How Hedvr came with hanger touring : 
And how you then did ſcape a ſcouring. 
Then here yoy cry | otra Clowa 
And kiſſing me, thus knocke him down. 
\Bur when agen Ithink npon 
"The enemy areten to one. 
And know for all Sf plor, 
Your men ate like ro goto por. 
They make no more of you thenMurcons: 
Andthen agen my A--- makes Butrons, 
oo nothing doth yex me more, 
(har chough wind and Scasdo roar: 

ourun'asif'twere for your lives 


t M__ got the Deyill drives. 


Ir 
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ſ ſcems the truth of this you've found 
That born to bhang'd (hall ne're be - 
Otherwiſe you would be wiſer (drown'd 
Toſtrive for that's not worth a Cicer« 
That »-4-is but 2 Whore atbeft, 
For whom the Grectan Lads conceſt. 
Come leave the Camp and home a gains 
If you have any Gurs in brain. 

The Trojan Girls Lenvy : they 

Can ſee their Warriours ev'ry day. 
Allday they for Priamus fight, 

And yet are Mertleſome at night, . 
Thenin the morn each bountitis Laſs, 
Her Wat criour again does drefs. 

For his breakfaſt he doth cake 

A piece of Pudgden or Oat-Cake. 
S:chluſty Ale they ſup berween'um- 


There's none from Kiſſing that can win'um- 
| Thea 


Afce# tithe hath filFdhis guts. 

And ththe roars 6at fee fa "fun, © 
If metſth&bfood of Greejan man.” 
But good my Love d6 not come near, 
Jam almioſt bepifſt for fear. 
Thetihomeagen ar 'een he comes - 
And gives his wife ſome Snger Phoms. 
But daſs / *tis two yearſince; 

Thad my due beneyolence. 

Bur yet for all you are away - 

Your Pittite doth with we {till ſay. 
Itis ſo thke you in good ſyoth 
Asif*twere ſpit our ef your mouth. 
Wichirl often ſeal my Letter, 
Inſtead of Thimble which is better. 
Icharge youby my? Maid«n-head, © * 
By wedding Ring and Marriage-bed ; 


Ov Epilt. 4 
Thenoutthy Tier Shoes goesand ſtrurs, - 
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\nd 
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And by the pleaſant ſport and play, 
I had before you went away. 

That you all ſort of danger ſhun : 
Let who will fight be {are you run. 
For by my Cat-5kin Muff, and Fax, 

I hope toſee y' a good old man. 
And thus wich my affeCtion feryent : 
I reſt 


Tour 
very bumble 


Servant LL. 
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Hive to Leander. 


F* now I did receive my Dear, 

Yours of thefourtcenth inſtant here. 

And what d'yon think I'm ere the betrer 

To kiſs your dull kind-hearted Letter ? 

I am not able tolive thus : 

Come, come your ſelf and giv'sa buſs.. 

E're ſince you leftme 'thas been blew days 

Andev'ry oneaslong as twodays;  _ 
F Conld 
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CaulgTbut fyim fo well as you 

In of th Devill I wonldthrough. 
S'bobs, I would be outdone by no man; 
Was 1a manand you a waman - 

How bravely wouldI play my parr, 

VVe VVomen are not wortha F—— 

You mencan Hunt and ih and Plow: 
Alaſs poor Souls, we know nothow. 

You can rhreſh, when rour ſhame be'r ſpok 
VVecan nomore than man in Cloak. 
Youcan to town drive team and Horſes, 
Sell Corn put money up in Purſes, 

And then go whiſtling into th' Harrow - 
There drink your liquor like to Barrow- 
Pigs, foran hour or two, then out 

VVith Key and Purſe, and lay down Groat | 
VVell there's my Grannam ſherake's (null, 
And ſays ſhe thinks you'r old enough, 


T8 
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To know your berters, and hot make us ; 
Tarry ſo long and tor ſear quake thus. 
Why don't you come here and make 
| much on's 
If you are not made mear for Gudgeons. 
You makeone ſtare and (wear like mad, 
And ſcold, and wiſh the Devilhad _ -: 
The Thames for being (6 Trough and boyltr's 
Wellif there's c're a Quean buys Oyſters, 
Thar fcolds ſo much ar Gare call'd Bil- 
| OD ... _ Gags. 
will be bound to give foe ſhillings. 
Totell you in good ſober ſadneſs 
Itrnakesmecy'n cry for madaeſs. ft 
YourGloves youleft when you canftaring 
Away, will mould for want of wearing; 
And yet Ihang'am by the Bellows  ,. 
7 doubt (my Love) hey are nor fellows. . 
F 2 When' c J 
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When't's dark,beforethere's e'rea ſtar yet 
Up gaes long Watchlighr into Garret. 
That whien thou comeſt pickel'd like ſouſt 
Thou mayſt be ſure to find the houſe; 

| Thentokeep heavy eyes awake 
Oldſpinning wheelin hand I rake : 

And ſing: tocaſtffthoughts and carcs; 
"When Troy Town for ſeven years wars. 
Old Grannee nods," and I ſuppoſe 

Keeps time too long with Shiptons noſe. | 
[Thenup ſtart and unſtring Wheel, 

And cry, I wonder why the Dcc'l. 

This Rogue don't come, what does he 
I can fir up, nor ſleep a wink (think 
Allnight, dur figh and fob and con. 
O're Robinbood and litile Fobn. 

If our Dog Spot docs how] or bark, 
I cry out peace good Graniice, hark 


1he 
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The Rogue is landed now, ile warrant. 

Well Sirrah, it thou waſt an arrant 

Villain, thou wouldſt Be hang'd before 

Thou'd(tſtay ſo long, &'re thou cameſt o' re 

GranneeandI pig in together 

Atlaſt and fleep out allill weather. 

But e're I went to bed, I think 

I'deaten cgg and ſalt ſansdrink. 

For in, me thinks, like tro drown'd Rat 

Thou com'ſt, and down on breech doſt 
(quat 
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Ar head of bed, crying my Dear 
'Clrave brought thee one good zoop of 

| (bcer. _ 
Then into bed whipt inatrice, 
Fright'ſtme with feet as coldas Ice, 
Wak'ſt me to boor, breakſt dream : when ſtill 


No creature's by me but my pillow. (lo/ 
r'3 Thou 
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Thon flipſt like Eel from out of clutches 
Although thy bulk 4s big asDurchis. 

The Thames indeed is woundy rough 
Noy, burlaſt nj ;ght” twas ſmooth enough. 
You might havecomethen here to land fir 
Ag cafily, as kift your handSir. y 
But you like Ninnymuſtſtand prating 
And. for fajr windandtide roowaiting: 
Tillold time thou gh he goes on Crutches, 
Slips with his bald pate, out of Clutches, 
Make haſt you Rogue my fingers itch 

To bug thee, juſt as Dey'l hug's Witch. 
Letit raign Dogs and Cats, a fartfor't. 

+ Flewarrant then weed never partfor't. 
Whereis thy wontedcoura geSirrah: 

Ean a ſtorm keep thee from thy Dear' a. 
VVhat can wind make thee hold up ſnout 
Likefrighted pig, and grunt abour: 


Til 
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Till thou haſt found out warmerſly - 

Alaſs / for pitty poor Pipsnie. 

VVell Iremember once, but wheait 

VVas, Ican'ttey; 'bour this day ſennight. 

Thou cameſt in with a powder herher 

Inſpight of bluſtring wind andweather: 

But nowthou layſtcars cloſe in Poll 

Reſoly'ſtrofleepin $kin that's whole. 

And for my part Ithink't not fitting, 

A man ſhould drown in ditch like Kitten. 

No rather tay till ſtorm is over : 

So you reſt tooa faithful Loyer. 

But I'm afcar'd thou'lt nor abide 

Being Prentice braye, wench o'th'Bankſide 

VYould thou waſthang'd, ren times, before 

Thou ſhou'd'ſt maintain a Riyal whore. 

VVould Iwere hang'd poor ſoulto boor, 

For it would kill me ſhouldſt thou doo'r, 

F 4 For 
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Forought Iknow'tmay go ſofar 

Thatfor'tthou may ſt be call d ro Bar. 

For ſyremy friends would ſee me righted,. 

It dead of grieffor being ſlighted, + 

So thou'dſt for ſweet heart, joyned be 

In true Love's knotto Gallow-tree. 

( there's no fear, I warrant, weel 
royeto each other true as ſteel, 

For if thou'lt be bur faithfull ever 

VYhen others fail, Iwill perſcyer. 

O fearful / what a grievous clatter 

Here is between, this wind and water. 

If were but nere ſolittle louder, 

You ſwearcurſtPapiſts werewithP owder 

| OfGun now blowing Thames or'e City, 

Todrownd poor Cits, ſans any Pity. 


To 


Y 
Ortbar great Whale was come up tumbling 
Through Br. with fearful noiſe & rumbling | 


af A. i. Ps. 
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To ſhow himſelf with jaws ſo wide 

In Booth at fair next Barte/m-tide. 

Good Thames if thus you needs muſt roar 
Go huff it atthe boy ith' Nore. 

Anddo not play theſe Roguiſh pranks 
Berween two honeſt civil banks : 
Thelike ro which ben't found in Erope, 
It there be, hang me witha new rope. 

if you'll drown ; drown Li ghters or Hoys, 
But prethee parc poor harmleſs Boys. 
My ſweet-heart's none of thoſe thatuſe 
To come a waſhing to theſluce, 

And therelike Roguecslay tails in water, 
And fling't abour in faces a'ter. 

No he is; take him altoxcther, 

As good as tread's on ſhooe of I.ca:hcr. 


' O pare him he holds up my Chin. 


And it ie drown's, I muſt fall in. 
VVel 
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VVell there's a ſtranger inthe Candle 
A bright one too, you Rogue who caatell 
But it may be that knaye Leander, 

VVho can come where no other mandare 
My old Grannam's making poſlert, 

VVe to your health in ſpoons will toſs it* 
Come,come away you Roguc,and eat ſome 
Since the farc oyer is no great ſum. 
VVhat'stwo-pencce in your poke? infooth 
No morethen Applein Cow's mouth. 
VVer't coming, if I could but know thee 
I'de wade upto the ancles to thee. 
Icaren't a pin for being wet-ſhod 

No more then, for being neat-ſhod. 

I cannot for my lite be merry, 

Tothink you'l yenture orc ſans wherry. 
Yetto ſay true, I hope you ſhall 

Come o, rather then not ar all, 


4+ hai 
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I hate with all my heartto flout ye 

I'daslivebe hang'd, as be without yc. 

Takemy word on't orherc's m y hilt, 

And a good one too, though | ſay't iſt. 

But prithee haye a care of Cramp, 

Uſe remcdies, as fqr examp--- 

Ple, wear bone Ring on thumb, or tye 

Strong Pack-thread hard, below your thigh 

For laſtnight late ro tell you truc 

My Candel as1 farc burnt blew. 

Which put poormcin horrid fright, 

Andexpectation of black ſpright, 

With Sawcer eyes, andharns and rail, 

Alaſs ! Iwas like aſhes pale, 

Prithec don't ſhew thy (elf fook-hardy, 

Anddrown, becauſe forſooth you dar dyC, 

For when your gone, tacre'l be no hope 

For Hero but in Well or Rope. 
I Ny '; Co:m-s 
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Come come, c're long 't may ceaſe to rain, 
Then all things will be well again. 
In the mean time Ile write beneath 


Your kind and faithful 


Friend till Death. | 


Savant R ofa, L109) > - 


this PY of is 
M1 


LIC 
| I Ihe YA 
LCM) n+ 
"8 [ay Jha 


Greke? 
(7% 


Dur Pn w; , T7 
V/A | | 


Leek MC C 
SSSNNASSSSSSSSS SLE 
DSP RDARN ARA PPPR 


| Z = Epiſt. V. 7 ES 
| - ah :>546a08 
Penelope to Ulyſſes. 

£ Souzgny Pen : preſent's with many kiſſes, 
To beleft for Goodman Ulyſſea 

| Look allabout, till at ſome neighbour's 

You've found him, elſe you'l looſe yourla. 

The Wake at Troy,and Cudgpell Play (bours, 

Is done ſure, then what makes you ſtay ? 

Since all our Pariſh arereturn'd / 


Would Lotd and La d y both were burn'd. 
For 
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For keeping you 0, tomy ſorrow #1 
Pray, who ſhall do your work to morrow? 
We ſhall be alluadone; O heavens 

| Howall things lye at ſix and ſevens 
Wauld our Ne7hiad been hang'd for oadding 
To bethcir Lady, with a fadding. 

She with a Pox, made all this work 

Made Greekand Trojans fight like Turk. 

If ſhe hadſtard anddonewhat's fitting 
Mindedher carding and her knitting: 

I ſhould not necd like doleful elf 

Toſitat home and ſpin my felt - 


And go atlaſtaloneto bed, 
No man can tell, aliye or dead. 


What is become of you you Raſcal 
Yetlike an honeſt wife I ask all. 
I could not tell but that at Cud- 


Gels, you might draw ſome Trojan blood, 
From 


| 
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From broken Pate, or battcr'd Ship, 


| Ando the quarrel might begin. 
| Ortor foul play, by vexed rabble, 


Be knock'd at head and kill'd ith fquabdle. 
There isa Plaguy rogue one Het#or, 
(Would he fromsſhoulders had his neck tore 
Or from his body his arms broke off} 
Ican't abide to hear him ſpoke oft. 

They fay he crack'd Ra/pb Doughtys noddte 
As quickly as you'd ſup up Caudk. 

And threw Rob. Roodat Cornishhug; 

As eafily, as you'd drink jug : 

Although he did Jack's doubler pur on; 
Becauſe his own had nere a Button, 

Theſe Troi2nshad no caufe to brag 


Arlaſtthough, far you made'em wag. 
And though North threw us our fo bat 


I'm ſure Weſt gat the diy actaſt. 
And 
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And old an great Barn, ml matiy years 

ad beenLord's houſe,was pull'd'bout ears 

. But now all's done, andeyery body 

ks comchome, pretty ſound and hoddy. 
Frhey ve buſt their Wiyes, and not to 

: _ (wrong'em 
fy ere's not *boye two crackt partes a- 
\ 4 = . (mongem- 

They keptus up Lift night awake 

Q Long time, to hear what news from Wake, 

BF Theyſpic and ſpa! andin cheir drivell 

k Th< wholemanner of the Paſtimes reyeal. 

& Here with his Thumb one draws the Green, 

* There once the Barn was to be ſeen. 

Juſtthere ſtood your goodman Ulyſſes 

Here Hegor ſuch a man as this is, 

Then wich his finger draws out ſuch 


A bulky fellow: mencall Dutch. 
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Here comes meiipa ſurly Trojar 

Breaks poor Greek's pate, how pray, juſt ſo 

Saysnimble Goſſip; and as ſoon (Fax 

With bended knuckle crick*s knav*s Crown 

Hereſits another with Laſsprating - 

And tellslong ſtory ofth* Bull baiting; 

How Dogs came on as fierce as Lion 

Andnoſe of Bull or eyes did flye on. 

Bur ſtrait were toſt by crooked horn, 

And on backs of ſpeCtators born. 

Andthen how people do nought bur ſhout 

Although poor Cur has ſquelchr his guts ou? 

Old Granſire grey-beard yciepyd Nefter 

Told our boy Thomas all the reſt, or | 

Elſe we hadn't knownit; who came creepin g 

To Rbeſus as belayaſleeping - 

And with quick hand, while none did ſpy, 

Pick* both his pockers dextrouſly. 6 
G How 
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' How dard you? had he wak't frem ſleep 

You might perhaps have felt the whip 

Attail of Carr, or had the ſtory 

O'th' Crime pinn'd o're you in Pillory. 

In yain haye you pull'd Barn to Ground, 

If you areao whereto be found. 

> Tis to no purpoſe that wak's over, 

If Imuſt ſtill be withour Lover. 

There'sa Creature comes this road 

Bur I enquire of your abode. 

And if you clothes and victu'lls need. 

Then ſenda line with care and ſpeed, 

To bedcliver'd as aforcſaid, 

For what's once ſaid,need's betto more ſaid 

We'veſent to all towns hereabour 

The Dee'l a bit we find you our. 

Would Barn had ſtill ſtood faſt at Troy: 

Iſhould know where to have thee Boy. 
Thou 
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Thon wouldſt have been there with wench 
(dancing: 
Or elſe *pon Dogborſe on Green pranc- 
(ing. 
And had they play'd ſtill, as at firſt 
At Cudgles, then I'd known the worlt. 
A Broken pate or bruiſed ancle 
Isall they ger, when moſt they wrangle. 
Now tomy ſorrow, thou alals ! 
Artfalnin Love with Country Laſs. 
Perhaps, who in beſt clothes and Hat 
Came there to ſee ſhe knew not what. 
Andhand in handare gone to Ale-houle 
With other Wentches and their Fellows. 
And there wilt ( pend thy time and money 
Nere thinkin g on poor Per. thy honny, 
My Dad, if there's no way to curc it, 
Say's I'm a fool it 1'le endure it. 
Gr 2 And 
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And, that he'll hang on the next bought: 
If there be not more men enow, 

That would haye Pez. with all their heart. 
But we I hope ſhall neyer part, 

PTle neyerleave Maſter Uyfes 

No one has ſuch a face as hisis. 

Here's all the neighbours hereabourt 
Core in and drink the ſtrong Beer our. 
I'me ſure I cannot name'em all ' 
That duſt zz daily in our Hal. 

There's not a Begger that we here of 

Bur comes and ſokes his jug of Beer off 
 Andamong all this raggedrout 

Will Goatheard trowls the Bowl about. 
I dare not theſe mad pranks oppoſe 
For fear they haye me by the nolſc: 
And ald Laertesfearsas much 
They'l come and rake away his Crutch 


And 


x 
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And then withnere a ſtaff in hand Sir, 

Down to the ground comes grey-beard 

Then Tom. to quarrcl is not fit (Grand-fire 

For he's alittle ſimple Chit. 

Were he but ol enough no queſtion 

He'd box'emas well as the beſt on 

Us all : He is of courage ſtout = 

But knows not how to lay about. 

You muſt come teach him play at Cudgells 

me ſure to fight, hel never budge elle. 

Old Daddy is ſo fleepy yonder 

He ſcarce can hold eyc-lydsa ſunder. 

Prithee come home ler's go to bed 

For ſleep we all are almoſt dead. 

Since you went 1 have been ſo mouzell'd 

Tumbled about, andtofſ'd and touzcled 

Thatthough my nci ghbours know meric!s 

They ſay TI look like u oly Witch, 
if 
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If you comenot ſoon, I may then chance 

To fetch you homewards with a yengeance 
For Iyour abſcence do much reſent, 
And ſo Ihaveno more art preſent. 
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